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powers of observation 


Author's Notes: 
Again with Big Dog's connection to last chapter of "Richard The First". 


The whole house is dark and still, but dawn is breaking. Slight light seeping through cracks and crannies is more 
than enough to accommodate Roger's excellent night vision as he strides into shadowy rehearsal room. Casting 
keen gaze over arrayed instruments, noting nothing amiss except the irritatingly askew piano bench, his inward 


eye focuses upon the flickering flame of elusive oddity. 


SOMETHING had happened in this room today..something important.Electric atmosphere's no longer charged, but 
when he'd arrived home there'd been a distinctly unfamiliar undercurrent. He deduces Rick's guilty sulk was 
likely a result of being caught messing about at HIS piano, but Pig had looked at him as brazenly as an insolent 
canary-stuffed cat. 


What the hell had they been up to? He touches the tuning pegs of his Fender Precision one by one, assuring 
himself nobody's laid a rude hand on THAT..as if anybody in THIS house would know his way around four fat 
strings.No, whatever it was had something to do with his beloved baby grand. 


Roger approaches the piano at issue and sits down upon the bench, vexed that Rick always wants to play with 
HIS tools when he's out, although the pup has a dozen keyboards and two fucking pianos of his OWN. He'll let it 


slide as long as sweet machine remains in perfect working order..too bad bandmates so rarely can be. 


Large hands spanning several octaves, he ripples a few riffs (considerately piarissimo.pretty boys need their 
beauty sleep) then stops, head cocked, listening with more than just his ears. 


Not out of tune.but there's another tune tickling the edges of his perception.some sappy shit. Fingers of one 
hand softly plink out four notes as the words ".lovers in love." leave his lips, which quirk into smirk at sudden 
awareness. 

So.finally requited, is it? Good. 

He hadn't cared for the smug smile on Pig's face one bit, but what he'd mistaken might bode ill for him is 
instead something beneficial for all. Pig may have earned his name back (the epithet's getting old, anyway) for 
undertaking to tune the pianist in addition to bending the string. 


‘Cheers, Dave." Roger addresses the empty room with an arch grin. "Takir! one for the team." 


